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lives more sweet; we shall smile at it in each other's arms,
Grimani Delfini ! if there be blood in that name, it shall
flow. Bather than another should possess her, she shall
herself be sacrificed ! a solemn sacrifice, a sweet and solemn
sacrifice, consecrated by my own doom ! I would lead her
to the altar like Iphigenia. I------

4 0 inscrutable, inexorable Destiny, which must be ful-
filled ! doom that mortals must endure, and cannot direct!
Lo! I kneel before thee, and I pray. Let it end! let it end!
let it end at once! This suspense is insanity. Is she not
mine ? Didst thou not whisper it in the solitude of the north ?
didst thou not confirm it amid the thunder of the Alps ?
didst thou not reanimate my drooping courage even amid
this fair city, which I so much love, this land of long and
frequent promise ? And shall it not be ? Do I exist ? do
I breathe, and think, and dare ? Am I a man, and a man
of strong passions and deep thoughts ? and shall I, like a vile
beggar, upon my knees crave the rich heritage that is my
own by right ? If she be not mine, there is no longer Venice,
no longer human existence, no longer a beautiful and ever-
lasting world. Let it all cease ; let the whole globe crack
and shiver; let all nations and all human hopes expire at
once ; let chaos come again, if this girl be not my bride ! *

I determined to go to the Malbrizzi Palace. My spirit
rose as I ascended the stairs. I felt confident she was there.
HerlEbrm was the first that occurred to me as I entered the
saloon. Several persons were around her, and among them
Grimani Delfini. I did not care. I had none of the jealousy
of petty loves. She was unhappy, that was sufficient; and,
if there were no other way of disentangling the mesh, I had
a sword that should cut this Gordian knot in his best blood.
I saluted her. She presented me to her cousin, and I smiled
upon one who, at all events, should be niy victim.

' I hope we shall make Venice agreeable to you, Count/
said Grimani.
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